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Soon the rain was falling as though a huge bowl
had been opened over her head, but already, above
Robinson, a thin line of gold cut the black wedge;
light, mysterious and lonely, fell on one of the
small islands and lit it with an unearthly glow.
The black cloud began to break.

This moment's storm seemed to mark her
passage from one world into another. As she
moved on up to the road above Lodore, she felt
that all her other life was closed to her, and she
was so happy that it was absurd to think that she
had ever been otherwise.

It seemed a moment later that she was in the
Ritsons' kitchen. What a welcome she had!
She had been to Watendlath three times in the last
two years, but only for very short visits. She had
not slept a night there, and, on one occasion,
Francis had been with her. Now she was to sleep
a night there, maybe two, and she was quite alone.
With all Cumbrians, when, after long years,
much silent watchfulness and infinite caution, they
decide that you may be trusted, the fidelity and
affection is all the more fervent because of the
earlier testing. But Judith was quite unique in
the lives of the people of Watendlath. Her
appearance, her history, her marriage with its
extraordinary end, her long years with the * Grand
Folk ' down South, her character with its odd
mixture of fiery temper and great patience, of
humour and seriousness, of youth and old wisdom,
half a lady, half anything but a lady, her character
honoured them by being both so strange and yet
so ordinary. In a way they took her quite for